
THE SCHOOLMASTER'S LETTERS
sunset the schoolmaster went up

AT to his room to write a letter to
her. He always wrote to her at

the same time when the ml waves of
the sunset, flaming over the sea. surged
in at the little curtainless window and
flowed over the
pages he wrote on.
The light was rose-re-d

and imjterial
ami spiritual, like
his love for her,
and seemed almost
to dye the wonls
of the letters in
its own splendid
hues the letters
to her which she
never was to see,
whose words her
eyes never were to
read, and whose
love and golden
fancy and rainliow
dreams never were
to lie x much
as known by her.

And it was lie-cau-se

she never
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"Your Lttrs! Sho Said 'Thox Ham Glvan Mo th
was to see them
that dared to write them, straight out of his full
heart, taking the exquisite pleasure of o telling
her what he never could ermit himself to tell her the mut always lie the secret and the
face to face, hverv evening he wrote thus to her, silence.
and the hour so stcnt glorified the entire dav.
The rct of the hours all the o:hcr hours of the
commonplace day he was merely a joor school-
master with a long struggle ln-for-e him. one who
might not lift his eyes to gaze on a star. But at
this hour he was her cual. meeting her soul to soul,
telling out as a man might all his great love for her.
and wearing the jewel of it on his brow. What
wonder, indeed, that the precious hour which made
him a king, crowned with a mighty and unseltish
passion, was alvc all things sacred to him?
and douhlv sacred when, as ht it followed
upon an hour sjt-n- t with her? Its mingled
delight and pain were almost more than he
could lf.ir.

lie went through the kitchen and the hall and
up the narrow staircase with a glory in his eyes
that thus were held from seeing his sordid g.

Link Houseman, sprawled out on the
platform e the kitchen door, s'nv him pas
with that nipt face, and chuckled. Link was ill
enough to look at any time with his sharp freckled
features and foxy eyes. When he chuckled his fae
w.ts that of an unholy imp.

Hut the schoolmaster took no heed of him.
Wither did he heed the girl whom he met in the
h .!! Her hand-o:n- e sullen fae flushed crimson
under the sting of his utter disregard, and her hla k

followed him up the stairs with a look that
Was ll-- t good to see.

'"Si-.- '- whi-eret- l Link piercingly, "come out
here' I've got a joke to tell you something almat
the Tnaer and his girl. You ain't to let on to
him vo-- i know, thou:
when he was o-- to
ln. le Jim's was just
no mi-tak-

Doar

I found it out
the shore,
the thing.

That old
He's sot

:ht
key of

and

lp -- tairs. in his little room, the schoolmaster
was writing his letter. The room was as bare and
g'aeele-- as all the other rooms .f the farm-hous- e

where he had lio.trdcd during his term of teaching:
but it looked out on the sm. and was hung with
s'i. h n- el-- s taj.H.try of his iris anil vision
that it .ts to him as an apartment in royal
p.i'.iie From it he gazed afar on bays that were
like gre.t eups of sapphire brimming over with

nine for gods to drain, on headlands that wtte
f on wide swecjw of ea thai were blue

anil far and ami ever the moan and
tail of the vein', heart tame up to his hear? a

: one great, hojieb-s- s Jove and longing crving out
t" another love and longing as great and as hopeless.
And luc. in the rose-radianc- e of the stm-e- t. with
the s,m -- lusie in the tlim air. he wrote his letter to
her

"My I. wy How i: i to think that
th. re is nothing to prevent ray loving ynu' Thrre
i- - T!i'th --evcrvtfcing to prevent trie from telling
v.nj tlat 1 love vo-- i H-- n'i'hmg !n .mv right
to . ?i:c twee; j jjiv

t. love v.
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Jealousy the Love God's Agency-- to
Bring Happiness to a Forlorn Pair

By L. M. MONTGOMERY
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througliforgctting.
reverence von in silence. For so "Dear lad v. good-nigh- t. The sun has set: there

much. dear. life, even though the price of is now but. one fiery dimple on the horion. as if
fiennission

mysterious:

have jtLst come from you. my lady. Your
voice is still in my cars: your eyes arc still looking
into mine, gravely yet half smilingly, sweetly yet
half provoking!. Oh. how dear and human and
girlish and oueenlv vou are half saint and
half very womanly woman! And how I hive you
with all there is of me to love heart and
soul and brain, every tiler of Imdy and sprit
thrilling to the wonder and marvel and miracle
of it! You do not know it. my sweet, and you must
never know it. You not even wish to know
it. for I am nothing to you but one of many friends,
coming into your life briefly and passing out of it,
of no more account to you than a sunshiny hour,
a bird's song, a bursting bud in your garden. Hut
the hour and the bird and the flower gave you
little delight in their turn, and when you reincm-Wrc- d

them once lcfore forgetting, that was their
reward and blessing. That is all I ask. dear lady,
ami I ask that only in mynim heart. 1 am t onteiit
to love you and be forgotten. It is sweeter to love
you and If forgotten than it would W to love any
other woman and live in her lifelong remembrance
so humble has love made me. sweet, so great is
my sene of my own unworthincss.

"Yet love must find expression in some fashion,
dear, else it is only pain: and hence these letters t

you whit h yon will never read. 1 put all my heart
into them: they are the Int and highest of me. the
buds of love that can never bloom in the
sunshine of your life. I weave a chaplet tit them,
dear, and crown you with it. They will never fade,
for siith love is eternal.

"It is a whole summer since I lirst met y u. I

had !tvn waiting for ou all my life lefore and did
not know it. Hut I knew it when you ame and
brought with you a sense of completion and ful-

filment. This has It-e- the precious year of my
life, the turning-poin- t to which all things past,
tendid and all things future must look batk. Oh.
my dear. I thank you for this year! It has Urn
your roval gift to me. and I shall be ridi and great
forever lnvatise of it. N'othing can ever take it
from me. nothing tan mar it. It were well to have
lived a lifetime of loneliness for su. h a the
price would not be t high. 1 would not give my
one summer for a generation of other men's
happme i.

"There are those in the world who would laugh
at me. who would pity me. I'na. They would
say that the love I have poured out in set ret
at your feet has been wasted; that 1 am a jmr
weak fo4 to s itiander all my treasure of a'fet tion
on a woman who does not care for me and who is
as far al-- ve me as that great white star that is
shining over the sea. h. my dear, they do not
know, they cannot understand. The love I have
given you has not left :ne ;nirer. It has enrii hed
my life unspeakably, it has open"d mv eves, and
given me the gift of ! ir vision inr thi- - thing- - that
matter it has Itt-- a a latrp held 1 efore tn ti::ii-- '

:ing t.i! "hire'v 1 h.ie ai-:i!i-- snares and pi"-t'- a

"s of '
-r pa.s-io- n and dream. F-.- r

this I thank you. dear: and for all
this surely the utmost that I can give
of love and reverence and service is
not too much?

" I could not have helped loving you.
But if could have helped it. knowing

with just what

l

he

"I

all

Might to Sooafc Out

measure ot pain
and joy it
brim my cup, I
would have chosen
to love you. Una.
There are those
who strive to for-
get h "pcless love.
To me, the great-
est misfortune
that life rould
bring would 1

that I should for-
get you. I want
to remember you
always and love
you and long for
you. That would
le
tatter than any
happiness that
could come to me

and secret and
1 thank a

would

a

a

I

would

a

golden linger had dented it now-- it is gone; the
mists are coming up over the sea.

"A kiss on each of your white hands, dear. ht

I am 'too humble to lift mv thoughts to vour

The schoolmaster folded up his letter and held it
against his cheek for a little space while he gazed
out on the silver-shinin-g sea with his dark eyes full
of dreams. Then he took from his shabby trunk
a little inlaid lxix and unlocked it with a twisted
silver key. It was full of letters his letters to
Una. The first had leen written months ago. in
the early promise of a northern spring. They
linked together the golden weeks of the summer.
Now. in the purple autumn, the x was full, and
the schoolmaster's term was nearly ended.

He took out the letters reverently and looked
tver them, now anil then murmuring It-lo- his
breath some passages scattered through the written
pages, lie had laid bare his heart in those letters,
writing out what he never could have told to her,
even if his love had It-e- known and returned, for
deail and gone generations of stern repressed fore-

fathers laid their unyielding fingers of reserve on
his lips, and the shyness; of dreamy,
youth stemmed the language of eye ami tone.

"I will love yon forever and ever. Anil even
though you know it not. surely such love will
hover around you all your life. like an invisible

not understood but dimly felt, guard-
ing you from ill and keeping far from you all things
and thoughts of harm and evil!"

"Sometimes. I let my-cl- f dream. And in those
dreams you love me. and we go out to meet life
together. I have dreamed that you kissed me
dreamed it so reverently that the dream did your
womatihoo-- I no wrong. I have dreamed that you
put your hands in mine and said: I love you."

h. the rapture of it!"
"We may give all we will if we do not ask for a

return. There should If no barter in love. If. by
reason of the s of my love for you. I were
to ask your low in return. I should If a base
creature. It is only Ktau-- e I am content to love
and serve for the sake of loving am! serving that I

have the right to love you."
"I haw the memory of a blush of yours a rose

f the years that will bloom forever in my garden
of remembrance. you blushed when I ante
ujiti you suddcnl" among the flowers. You were
startled perhaps I had broken too rudely on some
girlih tnu-in- g: and straightway your round, pale
tirw of heck and your white arch of brow were

mill-- rosy as with the dawn of a Ifautiful sunrise.
I shall see you forever as you looked at that time
In my mad moments I shall dream, knowing all
the while that it is only a dream, that you blushed
with delight at my coming. I jhall ! able
picture how you would look at one
y..u loved."

"Tonight the moon was low in the west It
hung over the sea like a shallop of ruddy gold


